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FOR SOME reason the 
shooters seem to be out for 
UFO ina big way at the 
moment. AndI’mnotjust 
referring to all those two bob 
gutter press slanders — 
alcoholism (Tonka), 
homosexuality (Mogg), 
transvestism (Way) — either. 
No, not since the genuinely 


an album received sucha 
concerted boots-in-groin 
slamming from office experts, 

“This would've sounded 
dated in ‘68"’ sneers Hugh 
Fielder from the murky depths 
of his Manfred Mann tour 

Jacket; “It’s bland” squeaks 
Eric Fuller with his John 
Holtzzz albums under his 
Spare Rib back copies; 
“They ‘djump through any 
hoop” mumbles Talcy Malcy 
admirer Big Al Lewis. 

Myself | find their half- 
baked whining particularly 
out to lunch with regards to 
this one, cos, despite the 
unwieldy moniker, 
“TWTWATI' has got to be the 
band’s most convincing 
studio album ina long and 
lusty career, andas such I 

reckon they've overcome 
their biggest stumbling block. 

Y’see although ‘Strangers 
In The Night’ was just about 
the finestlive rock double 
you ‘lever have the pleasure 
of, the unidentified flying 
ones have never really cut it 

700 percent in the studio. 
‘Strangers’ was really a 

greatest hits affair selected 

froma host of less successful 

recordings and it’s successor 
‘No Place To Run’ was strictly 
back to mish-mash, marrying 
truly superb songs like the 
title track, ‘Letting Go’ and 
‘Mystery Train’, with 
mellower even mushy 
lowpoints. 

With ‘TWTWATI‘ UFO seem 
to have noted previous 
constructive criticism and hit 
back in full frontalassault 
style. No Montserrat, or 
ageing Beatles producers with 
this one, it’s rougherand 
rawer than before without 
sacrificing one iota of song 
structure or tightness, while 
Superconk Mogg’s lyrics are if 
anything better than ever. 

The titanic ‘Long Gone’ isa 
case in point. The album’s 

biece de resistance it begins 
deceptively gently with 
Moggy painting a scene of 
urban chaos — 'Skulking in 
the mean streets/Whispers in 
the halls/Redlight bandits on 
the corner/Give no quarter 
calls/Infectious garbage fills 
the streets/And in their eyes 
you know/A thin blue line 
bends and breaks to stop the 
overflow’. 

Then with Gary Hodges 
style turmoil spilling out of the 
back alleys, the band power in 
at full tilt, building up to the 
escapist chorus before 
slowing for a punchy lover's 
plea and then picking up the 
pace again thundering to the 
climax and sadly, Paul 
Buckmaster’s strings which 
forme constitute an 
unnecessary conceit. 

These superfluous pseudo- 
dramatic ELO rejects pop up 
a couple of times and along 
with the awful Hipgnosis 
cover and one particularly 
dated guitar solo they're what 
costs the album half a star in 
the final analysis. The 
offending fretwork excursion 


appalling ‘Kiss Unmasked’ has 


mars the one track that 
doesn't really make it, The 
ballad ‘Profession Of 
Violence’. In theory this 
should conjure up visions of 
Chandler type shadowy 
figures blowing the barrels off 
hot and smokey sawn-offs, 
butin reality the acoustic 
guitar grates, the words just 
aren't that good (certainly no 
references to the book on the 
Krays its title's lifted from) 
and the drawn-out Santana- 
esque Chapman solo finally 
Puts the kibosh on the whole 
affair. 


PETE WAY, handsome teenage heart-throb 


To be fair this is Tonka’s 
only cock-up cos in general 
not only is his axework superb 
(a technical term only 
employed by experts) but his 
prodigious writing 
contributions finally refute 
any lingering belief that the 
demented Kraut Michael 
Schenker in any way ‘made’ 
UFO. 

He wrote ‘Long Gone’ with 
Mogg and lends his name to 
other highlights such as 
‘Making Moves’ with its 
muscley riff and bloody 
Stormer body, the Aerosmith y 


Too wild to tame 


title track, the insistent 
“Couldn't Get It Right’, and 
the current single “L onely 
Heart’ a tale of teenage 
tragedy in Springsteen/Lizzy 
mould, beginning with soulful 
joanna ala Broooce, before 
hardening up intoa ballsy 
rocker with reflective sax 
Passage mid-song courtesy 
former Wild Horse Neil Carter. 
The old faithful Mogg/Way 
team scores some bullseyes 
too with the moodier ‘It’s 
Killing Me’, a loping tale of 
forbidden love with yet 
another strong contagious 
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ic by Ross Halfin 


chorus, and the set opener 

‘Chains Chains’ which builds 

froma grinding guitar intro 
intoa tough and sinewy 
rocker that tells a sorry story 
concerning a gamblin’ man’s 
love, jealousy and final exit for 
the big sleep. 

The overall impression is of 
a band refreshed and 
rejuvenated, cocky and 
confident and. still proudly 
Scaling the heights of hard 
rock achievement. If this is 
bland, I’m Lady Diana 
Spencer. 
GARRY BUSHELL 
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